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EXT. HOUSI NG OFFI CE — CONTI NUOUS

The key sits heavy in KIMs pal mtarnished teeth, red thread knotted
tight and uneven.

The HOUSI NG ATTENDANT' S | ast warni ng hangs in the doorway |ike cold
br eat h.

Nor | ooks down the EAST PATH.

NOR

Keep to the path.
Ki m pockets the key w thout |ooking away fromthe trees.
EXT. EAST PATH — CONTI NUQUS

The wal k is | ong—+onger than it should be.
The trail winds into the densest part of the grounds where the canopy
cl oses overhead, sealing the world behind them

St one MARKERS appear at irregular intervals, worn snooth by tine,
their purpose unreadabl e.



Rust -red LANTERNS sway above, flanes faint and pul sing—asting nore
shadow t han |i ght.

The air snells of nbss and cold water.
Low, neasuring MJRMURS drift through the branches—+too steady to be
random

The sound reacts when they sl ow.
(No one speaks.)

Ki m gl ances up once—ust once—
and the canopy aligns into sonething that feels Iike a face.

A gaze.

Kim doesn’t comment. She tightens her grip on her strap.

The others sl ow anyway, as if they felt it too.

The trunks CREAK. Not w nd—aovenent. The suggestion of trees pivoting
by degrees.

Even when the nmurnurs stop, the attention stays—pressed agai nst the
backs of their necks.

A distant SOUND t hreads through the woods—+ow and drawn out, like a
voi ce calling across water.

It carries the shape of a word none of themrecognize.

It lingers too |ong before fading.

They still haven't seen another student.
Curfew feels active in the silence—4tantern |ight w thout warnth,
enpti ness that seens enforced.

Lanterns ahead flicker with cold light—no visible flame—each one
turning their shadows into sonething unfamliar.

Kims focus drifts—

the noss, the | ean of distant towers, the wong angl es—



and nenory cracks open.
I NSERT — KIM S MEMORY — GRANDFATHER S STUDY ( FLASH)

A younger KIM (9) sits in a dimstudy. Firelight. Dust notes.

A hi dden book—eat her-bound, sealed with wax—arked by an enblem a
BLACK TREE w apped around a CROCKED TOWER

GRANDFATHER (O. S.)

You shouldn’'t be reading that, little |otus.

YOUNG KI M
Why not ?

GRANDFATHER (O S.)

Dutch Hi gh wasn't just made. It was assenbl ed...pulled into being.

A design too perfect. A nadness too precise.

Li am Ryder didn’t draw bl uepri nts—-he sumoned a pl ace that was never
nmeant to exist.

BACK TO SCENE

Kim blinks—air pressure shifts.

The trees grow denser. Light dins.

Beyond t he branches, DUTCH HI GH begi ns to appear—ot as one reveal,
but as something rising through water.

Towers | ean against gravity. Paths curl back on thensel ves.
Staircases clinb into open air. Archways stand where walls do not.
The campus isn't placed on the island—

it's part of it.

GRANDFATHER (0. S.)

Pat hs shift. Doors | ead somewhere different depending on the tinme of
day.



And the deeper in you go...the | ess sure you are you’ |
sane.

Kim s heartbeat quickens as the path curves hard LEFT.

A cl earing opens ahead—wrong in its still ness.

Too qui et.

And there it stands.

DORM TORY BUI LDI NG TWO

A weat hered plaque is set near the entrance:

I NSERT — PLAQUE

Entered by invitation. Never by accident, 1922

Ki m st ops.
Not fear—pressure. Awareness.

Li ke the building has been waiting.

GRANDFATHER (O. S.)
It will find the ones it wants.

And once it does...the walls start |istening.

Nor and Ema stop with her.

The air thickens as they approach the door.
The DOOR CREAKS—epening a fraction on its own.

Ki m doesn’t nove.

She isn’t sure she can

Because this isn’'t sonmething she read anynore.

It’s something she’s |iving.

cone back the



The three girls stand—silent—staring at the dorm entrance.

CUT TO BLACK



